MODERN TRAVEL

your ship below the falls. I was so surprised
that a jerk sent me overside, and I came down the
rapids with an arm over the canoe. I was sure I
was going to miss meeting you after all. Too bad!"

He gave us his name. It was that of a learned
English judge. I reminded him of that. " Oh
yes. My father. He'd have been amused if he'd
seen me this morning. Is he all right ? "

He was quite cool about it. This sort of thing,
I gathered from his manner, might happen to
anybody. " Never expected to meet Christians
at a place like this/'

Where had he come from ? " Mollendo," he
replied, rolling a cigarette.

Was the man a liar ? Mollendo was a thousand
miles away on the Pacific side. The Andes were
between us. The youngster saw our doubt, and
smiled. " Yes," he said. " Mollendo. And I
crossed the Andes, though don't you do it unless
you want to. This side of them I lost my gun.
Lost everything. Got a canoe and some arrows
and a bow, and here I am. You know," he went
on, " you can shoot fish with an arrow. I'll show
you in the morning. That's how I lived, when I
wasn't with the natives."

" Is that all ? " I asked. I thought of the
rumours of cannibals and head-hunters, and the
stories of what was in store for those who ventured
alone into the region beyond us.

" Well," he said, taking down a book to see
what it was, " well ... it took some months.
It's a bad country. But I say! Fancy your
knowing my dad. I thought I was quite out of
touch here."
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